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-   Au  Courant 


You,  Archibald 

A  poem  should  be  palpable  and  mute 

as  a  globed  fruit 

you  say 

and  I  say 

up  your  brain 

with  your  globed  center  piece 
for  minds  set  for  tea. 

No. 

A  poem  should  be  obvious  and  loud 
as  a  ten-ton  ball  of  auto-busting  iron. 
I'd  like  a  poem  to  bash  in 
one  whole  side  of  my  mind 
beyond  the  help  of  shrink  shops. 
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Have  you  ever  stopped  to  watch 
your  shadow  make  love  with 
sunlight  ? 


Jackie  Tatelman 
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A  PEARL 


The  scream  of  suddenly  motionless  tires  dragging  along  the  wet 
street  dies  with  a  spasm.  The  dog's  howl  hangs  momentarily  in  the 
hot  night's  mist,  then  falls  in  a  whimper  with  the  rain.  Beatrix'  teeth 
chatter,  despite  the  heat,  she  lets  the  window  drop  and  draws  its 
curtains.  She  curls  back  up  into  her  chair. 

For  a  while  she  sold  shells  down  by  the  shore.  A  boy  named  Gab- 
riel bought  one  for  her,  but  she  wouldn't  take  it  —  didn't  need  one, 
she  said.  Gabriel  already  had  one,  himself.  But  he  put  this  one  on, 
too,  so  she  wouldn't  see  that  his  pride  had  been  hurt.  She  couldn't 
see,  and  consequently  stopped  selling  —  saved  the  last  one  for  her- 
self and  showed  it  to  Gabriel.  They  had  a  wonderful  time,  for  a 
while. 

Soon,  though,  Beatrix  got  tired  of  wearing  her  ornament  and 
stopped  wearing  it.  Gabriel  didn't  mind  or  maybe  didn't  notice.  Gab- 
riel began  to  make  both  of  his  larger.  Although  Gabriel's  purpose 
was  the  opposite,  this  began  to  bother  Beatrix.  She  had  taken  hers 
all  off  and  shown  herself  to  him.  The  same,  she  really  felt,  he  owed  to 
her.  But  the  shells  had  so  grown  and  thickened  that  he  couldn't  quite 
see  her  anymore.  He  tried  to  draw  her  into  them  —  futilely  —  she 
tried  to  pry  him  open. 

"I  can't  love  a  shell,"  said  Beatrix,  softly,  wistfully.  Just  then  the 
shell  shattered  —  empty  —  Gabriel  had  disappeared.  Beatrix  aim- 
lessly clawed  among  the  fragments.  Then  she  saw  a  glitter,  caught  it 
—  smooth,  light,  round  —  put  it  in  her  pocket. 

So  cold  it  feels  to  her,  so  very  sad  and  lonely,  empty,  ever-rolling, 
always.  Other  elbow  dropped  on  knee,  chin  in  palm,  pensive,  Beatrix 
watches  the  window,  impulsively  runs  to  it.  She  flings  the  pearl  far 
out  above  the  swishing  traffic.  Lost  to  sight  it  sticks  away  up  high. 

—  Sally  Browning 
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In  Which  Boozer  Salutes  Big  Lazagna 


Your  long  black  Italian  mustachios 
waggle 

over  another  beer,  the  ninth 

like  wingtips  over  Lago  Maggiore 

saluting 

what  ? : : 

that  Big  Lazagna, 

dropped  like  a  garlicy  bomb 

from  your  bomb  bay  laughter, 

who  rises  again  from  the  depths 

of  a  twelfth  round  of  Schlitz — 

that  big-assed  fishwife 

scouring  the  dirt  of  American  slums 

with  a  butcher  knife  down  her  dress, 

out  to        Save  my  Man  from  the  Rouge, 

or  kill  him, 

grabbing  his  hair  like  limp  spaghetti, 

knocking  his  dead 

drunk 

head 

against  anything  hard 
as  Rome 

to  bring  it  around 
to  her  own  ministrone. 


Rennie  McQuilkin 
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milk-weed  seed 
wisp  of  small  white 
float  slowly,  slowly- 
small  milk-weed  wisp 
seed  float  slowly  by- 


Lynn  Comley 


11 


Moving  aimlessly  x 

crying  out. 
laughing  out. 
absurding  about, 
oo  just  passing  through. 

Only  wait.  stop. 

please  pause  for  any  moment 
for  my  poverty  makes  me 
grow  weary  early  in  the  day. 

Sickness  and  delusion  plague 
my  being 

and  my  eyes, 
they  dart. 

revealing  vast  uncertainty 

—  Laura  Shultz 
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THE  GARDEN 


The  children  play  in  their  garden,  mesmerized  by  its  fantasies  and 
their  gift  of  imagination.  In  the  garden  lurk  hidden  secrets.  There 
are  colors,  bright  and  vivid.  They  are  shocking.  They  are  unknown 
to  the  World  and  would  astound  Its  people.  But  in  the  garden  the 
colors  are  free  and  safe  to  dilate  and  pulsate.  They  might  even 
throb  to  a  beat  louder  than  the  ears  could  hold.  Perhaps  they  are 
more  shrill  and  sharp  than  could  break  any  earthly  glass.  They  might 
even  be  more  gentle  and  smoother  than  the  purr  of  a  kitten.  They 
might  even  hover  or  hide  in  a  mist. 

There  is  more  than  just  this  color  in  the  garden  no  one  has  seen, 
say  the  children.  There  are  sounds  never  felt,  never  shaped,  never 
seen,  never  smelled.  Sounds  of  lavender,  tingling  and  fresh,  fall  with 
drops.  Notes  of  black  and  white  collide  to  mingle.  Rumbles  are  the 
precision  timing  of  the  tumbling  dreams,  scratches  are  the  sounds  of 
crimson  warmth  and  sharp  shrieks  are  the  sounds  of  joy  brighter  than 
moonshine.  A  tick-tock  is  a  drop  in  a  stream  whose  eternal  pool  pene- 
trates far  beyond  time. 

The  eager  grow  impatient.  The  children  explain  the  fragrance  of 
the  sounds  and  odor  from  the  juice  of  the  colors.  Lemon  fresh  is  the 
smell  of  sweet  temptation.  Sweetness  is  the  air  of  a  crisp  winter's  day. 
Sour  is  the  bitterness  of  a  fire's  stinging  anger.  Stale  is  the  smell  of 
black  and  white  returning  to  grey. 

There  is  inquiry  as  to  other  life  in  the  garden  and  the  children 
assure  the  questioners  there  is  and  explain  in  great  depth.  With 
tingling  excitement  the  children  speak  of  the  tenderness  of  their 
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rabbits  and  the  silkiness  of  their  mink.  They  explain  the  croaking  of 
frogs  —  to  let  them  know  their  song  and  presence  and  the  crying  of 
lost  and  confused  groundhogs  feeling  a  path  to  the  garden  to  find 
comfort.  There  are  stories  of  the  dragon  flies'  humming  of  content- 
ment and  the  owls'  woos  of  wisdom. 

They  say  the  trees  never  die  and  the  flowers  are  forever  blooming 
and  fruitful.  The  land  has  no  seasons  for  the  sun  shines  during  crys- 
tal snowfall  and  shimmering  rain.  Winds  blow  a  gentle  whistle  to 
make  known  its  ''potential  strength"  and  place  current  in  the 
streams.  The  hills  roll  in  motion  with  a  thick  carpet  of  fruitful  seeds. 

And  the  World  shouts  "But  who  is  your  leader  and  where  is  your 
guidance?" 

The  children  gather  in  murmurs  to  hush  in  silence.  And  one  humble 
voice  speaks  and  says: 

"The  depthless  stream  is  our  guide  that  flows  and  trips  winding 
through  colors  and  enticing  smells.  It  guides  us  on  a  path  of  purity. 
It  babbles  in  rhythmic  truths.  Its  journey  is  endless  and  seems 
always  to  return  to  a  familiar  stone  or  ripple  a  same  sound.  All  drink 
from  it's  fathomless  heart." 

And  the  World  stood  back  and  shook  with  fright  at  the  sparkling, 
sereneness  of  the  childrens'  eyes.  It  shied  away  with  disbelief  of  this 
non-sensical  garden.  And  the  children  pardoned  the  World  with  one 
note  of  "Om." 

—  Ginny  Carter 
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GONE  BY 

a  single  soul  .  .  .  stationary  for  a  time  now  past 

becomes  envisioned  as  an  apple  tree 

and  through  my  eyes  the  twigs  caress 

a  once  soft,  sensitive  mind 

now  it  gropes  under  a  stagnating  bark 

and  the  evening  winds  rush  by 

—  Heidi  Kropp 
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THE  WORD  GAME 


A  One-Act  Play 
In  Five  Scenes 
By  Lucy  Pope 

Scene  I 

The  Scene: 

A  dingy,  dimly-lit  cellar  cafe.  A  great  waft  of  smoke  hangs  in  nebu- 
lous clouds  under  the  globulous  overhead  lamp,  which  yet  sifts  its 
tired  glow  through  the  haze  to  center  upon  the  thick-set  circular 
table,  marred  with  myriad  wet-glass  rings;  sticky,  fetid  -  -  -  -  upon 
which  rests  a  chipped  ashtray  containing  odious,  soggy  cigar  stubs; 
and  a  jumble  of  frayed  and  faded  playing  cards.  Surrounding  the 
table  are  plastic  covered  chairs,  pierced  with  cigarette  holes,  leaking 
their  innards  slowly  out  the  sides.  In  the  even  more  dimly  lit  back- 
ground one  can  discern  several  similar  tables  and  chairs;  an  archaic 
pool  table  and  a  bar.  The  entire  tableau  is  reflected  in  a  cracked 
mirror  behind  the  rows  of  bottles  on  the  bar.  Seated  at  the  table  in 
focus  it  a  MAN,  of  perhaps  35.  HE  is  heavy-set  with  a  well  rounded 
paunch  protruding  from  his  green  flannel  work-shirt,  and  bull-dog 
jowls.  From  HIS  thick,  cupid-like  lips  dangles  a  cigar;  unlit,  shiny 
with  saliva.  HE  is  unshaven,  not  terribly  so,  but  enough  so  as  to  give 
HIM  a  dark  pallor,  the  effect  of  which  is  enhanced  by  HIS  bushy, 
almost  connected  eyebrows.  HE  is  slouched  in  the  chair;  alternately 
chewing  HIS  stogie,  clearing  HIS  throat  with  a  mucousy  rumble, 


19 


spitting  on  the  grey  cement  floor  and  mumbling  aimlessly  to  no  one 
in  particular;  perhaps  the  bar-tender,  who,  in  a  white  apron  and 
dark  vest  is  silently  mopping  the  bar;  but  mostly  addressing  himself; 
or  perhaps  justice,  or  maybe  humanity  .  ■  •  HIS  voice  is  wheezy,  yet 
thunderous;  imposing. 

(GATHERS  THE  CARDS  INTO  A  PILE;  A  FEW  FLUTTER  TO 
THE  FLOOR;  THEY  ARE  IGNORED  .  .  .  SIGHS,  CLEARS 
HIS  THROAT) 

"Guess  I'll  try  again.  Cahds.  (SNICKERS  BITTERLY)  That's  one 
of  the  three  big  C's  you  know  .  .  .  Cards,  Cars  and  Clothing  .  .  . 
Readin'  'ritin'  an  'Rithmatic  .  .  .  How  'bout  the  three  big  W's? 
Wine,  Women,  and  uh  .  .  .  uh  .  .  .  WEALTH.  Say  -  -  -  not  bad. 
(SPITS-LAYS  OUT  A  GAME  OF  SOLITAIRE)  .  .  .  Quite  a  way 
with  words  I've  got  there  .  .  .  Life's  a  word  game.  One  word.  Money. 
That's  the  key  to  them  all  .  .  .  and  if  you  don't  got  it  you're  a  no- 
body in  this  life.  (THROWS  CARDS  DOWN)  .  .  .  Can't  even  win 
against  yourself  .  .  .no,  it's  against  fate.  Fate  doesn't  favor  us  nobodies 
.  .  .  (LOOKS  DOWN  TO  SPIT  AGAIN  -  -  .  NOTICES  SOME 
CARDS  ON  THE  FLOOR  -  -  LAUGHS  AGAIN,  EVEN  MORE 
DERISIVELY.)  Doesn't  make  much  difference  I  'Spose  -  -  even  if  I 
had  all  the  cards  -  -  I  do,  you  know.  That  is  if  you  believe  that  bull- 
shit about  how  "ALL  MEN  ARE  CREATED  EQUAL."  (POUNDS 
FIST  ON  THE  TABLE,  UPSETS  ASHTRAY,  THEN  STOPS,  GIG- 
GLES.) Yes  -  -  -  I  have  all  the  cards  -  -  -  But  it  does  no  good  to 

try.  I  am  nobody  Waiting  for  .  .  .  nothing.  Nothing  .  .  .  (FADE 

OUT) 
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Scene  II 


Lights  .  .  .  Same  scene;  the  tables  have  a  few  more  water  marks,  the 
chairs,  a  few  more  cigarette  holes;  the  mirror  a  bigger  crack.  THE 
MAN  has  a  bigger  paunch,  a  more  unshaven  appearance;  HIS  hair 
and  beard  are  flecked  with  gray:  HIS  face  creased  with  wrinkles; 
the  cards  are  a  bit  more  frayed  .  .  .  time  has  passed.  THE  MAN 
speaks  again,  this  time,  a  bit  more  wheeze;  a  little  less  thunder: 

"Nuther  game  my  boy?  No?  But  really  Now.  This  could  be  the  day 
The  day  that  Lady  Luck  come's  a  knockin'  at  your  doah.  Yes  siree  .  .  . 
step  right  up  .  .  .  this  here  magic  potion  gives  you  a  new  Lease  on 
Life  ...  oh  my  .  .  .  this  is  a  day  for  L's.  Life  is  lovely  .  .  .  ah  .  .  . 
not  really.  I  SNORTS  THEN,  ANGRILY)  Well  no  one  SAID  I  had 
to  be  CLEVER  as  well  as  ACCURATE.  (WHIMPERING)  ...  no 
one  says  anything  to  a  nobody  .  .  .  (RECOVERING,  THEN  CYNI- 
CALLY) or  should  it  be  NOBODY  SAYS  NOTHING?  Then  I  could 
switch  to  N's  .  .  .  Life  really  should  be  spelt  nife  ...  N  is  such  a 
realistic  letter  .  .  .  Nobody,  Nothing,  Naught,  Never,  NO.  NO- 
WHERE! !  !  (CHUCKLES,  THEN:)  It  sticks  you  in  the  back  .  .  . 
Life  does.  LIKE  A  KNIFE  !  !  !  !  (LAUGHS  UNCONTROL- 
ABLY  .  .  .  LOUDER  .  .  .  LOUDER;  THEN  LOUDER  .  .  .  SUD- 
DENLY HE  TURNS  BRIGHT  RED,  HIS  FACE  CONTORTS, 
THEN  BLUE;  HE  PITCHES  FORWARD,  STRIKING  HIS  HEAD 
ON  THE  TABLE;   SILENCE  ...  FADE  OUT.) 
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Scene  III 


Lights  rise  slowly  .  .  .  colors  mix.  Effect  is  as  waking  from  a  dream  .  .  . 
A  metamorphosis.  MAN  is  now  in  a  room  of  the  plushest  surround- 
ings .  .  .  Wall-to-wall  carpeting  ...  a  humidor  of  the  finest  Cuban 
Cigars  -  -  -  A  blazing  fire  ...  an  immense  bed  ...  a  closet  full  of 
custom-made  suits;  a  set  of  monogrammed  playing  cards,  trimmed 
in  gold  were  on  the  table,  as  well  as  a  myriad  assortment  of  books; 
all  sorts  of  amusements  and  diversions.  THE  MAN  is  dressed  in  a 
velvet  smoking  jacket,  ascot  etc.  HE  wakes;  slowly,  groggily;  shakes 
his  head  etc: 

(CONFUSEDLY)  Wait  .  .  .  Where  .  .  .  What  .  .  .  Why  .  .  .  What  .  .  . 

(GRADUALLY  ADJUSTS  TO  SURROUNDINGS  SLOW, 

SLIGHTLY  PUZZLED  SMILE  SPREADS  OVER  HIS  FEA- 
TURES) Nobody.  (FINGERS  CLOTHING,  LOOKS  AROUND) 

Somebody?  (NOTICES  DECK  OF  CARDS  SITS  DOWN, 

COMPREHENDING  HIS  DEATH  YET  NOT  DISTURBED  .  . 
DEALS  GAME  OF  SOLITAIRE  .  .  .  APATHETIC,  THEN  IN- 
TERESTED; INTRIGUED,  ENTHUSED;  FRANTIC  THEN  AS 
THE  GAME  PROGRESSES.  WINS  GAME.  JUMPS  UP:) 

I  AM  SOMEBODY. 
I  AM  SOMEBODY! 
SOMEBODY!! 

(WHIRLS  AROUND  .  .  .  DELVES  INTO  EXAMINATION  OF 
SURROUNDINGS.  QUICKLY:) 

LIFE?  NIFE?   KNIFE?   EQUAL??  NO  MM! 

BETTER  .  .  .  BEST  .  .  .  BESTEST  !  !  !  BEAST? 

(LIGHTS  CIGAR  STRUTS  ABOUT. 

AGAIN:) 

NIFE?  ....  NOTHING?  .  .  .  NEW!  !  !  !  !   YES.  New. 

(SUDDENLY  STOPS:) 
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New.  Oh  my  .  .  .  my  God  ?  ?  I'm  in  heaven.   Heaven?  Hallelujia! 
JUSTICE  .  .  .  JESUS  ....  JOY  !  !  !  !  ! 

HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 

(DANCES  AROUND,  HYSTERICAL;  FASTER  AND  FASTER:) 

HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 

(FADE  OUT) 


Scene  IV 

MAN  again  in  lush  surroundings:  seems  more  at  ease  .  .  .  ,  a  bit 
distraught  even;  fidgety.  Takes  up  cards.  Deals  another  game  of 
solitaire.  Plays.  Wins.  Puts  down  cards.  (Sighs)  Again  ?  ?  Again. 
I  win  again.  (Suddenly  vicious;  jumping  up:)  Yes!!  Dammit.  DAMN!! 
I  win  again  .  .  .  These  clothes  .  .  .  this  .  .  .  this  palace!  Somebody? 
Better?  Best?  (Laughs  ti redly)  No.  No  one.  Still  no  one.  Everyone 
has  a  palace.  Everyone  has  these  clothes.  Everyone  always  wins.  I  AM 
A  NOBODY  !  !  !  (whimpers  now)  still  .  .  .  still  .  .  .  Please  .  .  .  SEND 
ME  TO  HELL.  GOD  DAMN  ME  !  !  !  !  (stops  suddenly;  slowly 
turns;  face  becomes  drained  with  realization,  sits  slowly,  puts  head 
down  .  .  .  sobs:) 

I  see.  Now  (stutters)  N-N-N-Now  I  -  ss-ss-see.  Yes  of  course.  I'm 
in  Hell.  Of  course  .  .  .  How  s-s-s-stupid  of  me. 

(continues  to  mumble  -  words  are  undistinguishable  -  baby  talk.) 
Suddenly  jumps  up.  Grabs  knife  -  Stabs  himself.  Bloodcurdling 
scream  .  .  .  (Fade-out.) 
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Scene  V 


(MAN  awakens  from  dream-like  state  as  before  .  .  .)  instantly  real- 
izes what  has  happended  this  time,  however.  Room  is  even  more 
plush  than  before;  clothes,  everything  even  more  elegant  than  ever. 

(He  speaks  cooly,  calmly,  coldly:) 

And  it  becomes  clear.  I  am  in  the  2nd  Circle  of  Hell.  And  each  time 
I  become  discontent,  I  shall  improve  my  situation  .  .  .  intolerably, 
(laughs  sardonically)  The  three  C's?  Cars,  Clothes,  and  Cards?  No. 
There  is  but  one  that  I  see.  Contentment. 

(Picks  up  Cards  .  .  .  deals  game  of  solitaire  .  .  .  begins  motions,  re- 
signed to  winning  forever  .  .  .  sobs  softly  .  .  .) 

(Fade  Out) 

THE  END 

—  Lucy  Pope 
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the  chatter  being  thrown  fro  and  to 
the  sounds  rising  to  incredible  pitches 
black  musicians  playing  very  heavy 
jazz  filled  the  room  and  the  walls  shook 

shaking  with  almost  fear  you  had  to  cry 

baby,  don't  go  i  need  you 

hear  what  i  say 

dying  to  my  soul  i  said  "you?" 

hurt  me  so  badly  that  night 

wind  slapped  the  shutters 

you  shook  and  got  up  and  paid 
the  waiter  looked  dutifully  on 
and  on  you  begged  and  cried 
baby,  with  tears 
shine  in  your  sad  eyes 
watching  the  two  lonely  people 
standing  on  the  porch  you  kissed 
yourself  goodnight 
to  the  world. 

—  Lynn  Comley 
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He  crouches  in  fear  of  His  enemy,  His  lover.  A  green  ruffle 
rises  from  a  Prussian  blue  skirt.  Daringly,  He  slides  into  the  wave's 
shadow.  She  envelopes  Him,  devouring  in  a  green  and  white  frenzy. 
Glowing  translucent  tube  of  water  making  love  to  an  eternal  hollow 
of  human  bravery.  For  one  moment,  He  is  frozen,  suspended  in  the 
curl,  a  green  cathedral  of  light,  a  place  of  worship  and  pagan  idolatry. 

Then  out  to  the  sun  again,  the  victor  of  the  struggle  between 
man  and  wave.  Or  is  He?  The  mirrored  backwash  has  the  last  laugh, 
spilling  her  lover  into  her  rippling  skirt. 

—  Charlotte  Hamlin 
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Trying  desperately 

to  hold  on  to  the  sand  sifting 
through  your  fingers 

But  the  harder  you  squeeze 
the  faster  it  flies 

scattering 

Reaching  out 

for  the  last  10$  pony  ride, 

which  two  years  ago  you  scoffed  as 

being  childish 

Crying  out 

at  the  realization.  Now  your 
feet  reach  the  stirrups.  Now 
Grandpa  doesn't  have  to  put 
you  up  there.  Now  he  doesn't 
have  to  take  you  down. 

The  ticket  taker  looks  at  you  twice 
when  you  say  "18" 

Before  the  hair  came  in  you'd  stoop 
and  say  1 \}/%. 

Now,  standing  before  sixteen 
wanting  eighteen 
wanting  eight 
having  neither 

I  used  to  ride  the  hour  hand  complaining  that  it  went  too  slow 

i've  stopped  wearing  a  watch. 

— Linda  Horowitz 
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In  Which  Daphne  Isn't 

Having  Any  Apollo 

I  was  thoroughly  reasonable  when  I  hunted  you  down 

by  the  riverside  with  offers  to  make  you  Queen  of  the  Sun 

Day  Times  Society  Section  and  green  mountains  of  dollars. 

It  was  thoroughly  irrational  of  you  to  sink  your  toes  in  muck, 

totally  unladylike  of  you  to  let  your  toenails  grow 

to  dirty  roots,  fingers  to  twigs,  body  to  cloven  trunk, 

hair  to  bird  nests,  &  eyes  to  leaves,  green  laughing  leaves. 

—  Rennie  McQuilkin 
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Enveloped  in  your  paisley  cocoon 
Clinging  to  that  craggy  branch 
and  ragged  existence 
Both  fused  together  by 
your  albino  enlightenment 
and  your  dank  confusion; 
You  will  emerge  one  day 
glistening  and  irridescent  reality. 
And  you  and  i  will  fly 
forever  away. 


Abby  Johnson 
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Time: 

continuous  flashes  of  life 

brief  seconds  of  eternity 

scintillating  before  the  universe 

twisting  through  existence 

people  and  places  gone  in  an  instant 

running  down  the  passages  of  essence. 

Time: 

never  ending 
never  stopping 
never  resting 

—  Susan  Costa 
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A  BARN  YARN 


The  setting  is  a  barn.  To  the  left  are  stalls  containing  horses,  the 
most  visible  parts  of  which  are  the  rumps.  The  floor  is  strewn  with 
straw.  A  number  of  chickens  and  (if  possible)  a  couple  of  pigs  wander 
around  the  stage  throughout  the  play.  Saddles,  rope,  etc.  hang  from 
the  rough  walls.  Approximately  in  the  center  an  old  man  sits  re- 
pairing a  piece  of  equipment.  To  his  right  is  a  small  manure  pile. 

Old  Man  is  of  an  archaic,  rural  type  of  no  identifiable  location. 
He  is  gnarled,  dirty,  smelly,  and,  although  not  repulsive,  he  is  not 
appealing. 

Young  Man  is  thin  and  worn,  he  has  tangled  long  hair,  wears 
faded  dungarees  and  a  soiled  sweater  or  jacket.  His  gaunt  face3  how- 
ever, is  that  of  a  seeker  of  the  Holy  Grail.  He  is  wearing  a  knapsack. 

Old  Man  sits  working.  Young  Man  enters  right.  He  clears  his  throat. 

Old  Man  looks  up. 

Young:  Sir,  uh,  I've  come — 

Old:  I  knew  you  were  coming. 

Young:  (surprised):  How  could  you  know  that? 

Old:  Krebbs  told  me  when  he  came  by  to  pick  the  eggs.  Said 
some  kid  was  looking  for  me. 

Young:  Oh. 

Old  (looking  at  pack):  Been  someplace? 
Young  (taking  off  pack):  Yes. 
Old:  Where? 

Young:  Searching  half  the  earth.  Three  years  spent  searching.  Most 
of  the  time  I  was  in  India.  (Old  Man  grunts).  Most  of  the  time 
I  was  also  hungry,  diseased,  and  tired. 

Old:  Suffering  worthy  of  any  ascetic. 
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Young:  Yes,  I  suffered. 

Old:  And  learned  nothing.  Oh,  don't  bother  to  protest.  It's  not 
your  fault.  Fact  is  that  suffering  has  nothing  to  teach.  It's  com- 
pletely separate  from  wisdom.  Wander  around  the  world  for 
three  years  and  all  you're  going  to  get  is  sore  feet.  You  might 
as  well  sit  and  contemplate  a  blank  wall  for  nine  years  (and 
don't  get  any  ideas,  it's  been  done).  Personally,  I  wouldn't  re- 
commend either.  Too  damned  uncomfortable. 

Pause 

Old:  What  were  you  searching  for? 

Young:  A  truth,  a  meaning  .  .  .  And  all  I  got  was  a  name.  Yours, 
(undramatically)  At  least  I  think  it's  yours.  (Hopefully)  Maybe 
I've  made  a  mistake. 

Old:  No,  you  haven't. 

Young:  Oh. 

Pause 

Young  (looking  around):  Well,  it's  funny  that  I  should  end  up  here. 

Old:  Funny  how? 

Young:  It  just  doesn't  seem  to  fit  in. 

Old:  With  what? 

Young:  Everything  else. 

Old:  Why  should  it? 

Young:  It  has  to.  Everything  does  somehow. 

Old:  Don't  be  an  ass.  Nothing  has  to  fit.  Furthermore,  nothing  does. 
Man's  pet  problem,  as  old  as  man  himself,  has  been  trying  to  make 
everything  fit.  Molding,  twisting  everything  into  an  order  which 
doesn't  exist.  There's  no  pattern.  Why  should  there  be?  Only 
man  needs  or  desires  one.  How  would  it  help  a  god? 

Young:  You  do  believe  in  God? 
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Old:  The  question  God  is  irrelevant.  To  this  and  everything  else. 
Don't  you  see?  How  would  it  help  anything  purely  natural? 
Substitute  "chicken"  for  "god"  and  it  makes  as  much  sense. 
But  Man,  Man  is  an  unnatural  creation.  (Sneering)  With  his 
reason,  his  intellect,  he  destroys  himself. 

Long  Pause 

Old  Man:  Been  a  long  fall.  Hard  too. 
Young:  What? 

Old:  Hard  fall-not  much  crops.  Hurting  the  farmers. 

Young:  Oh.  I'm  sorry. 

Old:  Doesn't  affect  me,  of  course. 

Awkward  Pause 

Young:  It's  a  nice  day,  though.  Very  sunny  and  .  .  .  nice. 

Old  (Walks  to  barn  door  and  looks  out) :  You're  right,  it  is. 

Another  awkward  pause.  Old  Man  walks  back  and  looks  at  Young 
Man. 

Old  (With  curiousity) :  What's  new? 

Young  (Almost  as  a  non-sequitur) :  Well,  uh,  1  got  a  letter  last  week. 
It  was  two  months  old  before  it  caught  up  with  me.  It  was  from 
my  sister  Mary.  She  had  a  baby.  A  girl.  So  I'm  an  uncle. 

Old:  Oh.  Well,  that's  very  nice.  I  mean,  the  children  will  lead  the 
way,  you  know-if  we  ever  get  going. 

Pause 

Old  (Looking  into  a  stall  with  hand  held  contemplatively  on  horse's 
rump) :  Do  you  know  where  I  was  born? 

Young  (Suddenly  hushed  and  reverent) :  In  this  barn? 

Old:  Are  you  crazy?  How  many  people  are  born  in  barns? 

Young:  Sorry.  I  was  carried  away. 


42 


Old:  In  the  first  place,  it's  unsanitary,  to  say  the  least,  with  chickens 
and  pigs  running  around.  It  wouldn't  help  anyone  to  be  born 
in  a  barn. 

Young:  I'm  sorry.  (Pause,  then,  resigned;)  Where  were  you  born? 

Old:  In  a  hospital  in  New  York  City.  First  of  my  family  born  in  a 
hospital.  (Suddenly  shouting)  I'd  call  that  pretty  significant, 
wouldn't  you? 

(Young  Man  had  started  at  the  shouting,  and  stepped  by  mistake 
into  the  manure  pile.  He  begins  wiping  his  foot  on  the  ground). 

Old  (turning):  Well? 

Young  (Still  pawing) :  I  guess  so. 

Old:  Damn  right  it  is! 

Young:  What  are  you  talking  about? 

Old:  Science,  progress.  Damn  obvious  if  you  ask  me.  Science  will 
save  us  all.  (Reprovingly)  You  should  know  that.  What  are  they 
teaching  in  college  these  days.  Yessir,  it's  the  only  answer.  It's 
our  salvation.  Science  is  going  to  clean  up  the  world-one  way  or 
another  .  .  .  That's  a  prophecy. 

Young:  Do  you  believe  it? 

Old:  You're  not  supposed  to  ask  me  that.  Since  when  are  you  the 
cynic?  But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  do. 

Young:  How  can  you  believe  in  science  and  live  in  this  barn? 

Old:  Don't  misquote.  I  didn't  say  I  believed  in  science.  I  said  I 
believed  it  would  clean  up  the  world.  I  just  don't  happen  to  want 
to  be  cleaned  up — 

Young:  (excited):  Hope  through  resistance! 

Old  .--although  I  will  be  eventually.  Can't  avoid  progress,  you  know. 
After  it's  taken  care  of  everything  else,  it'll  start  on  diehards 
like  me  and  the  gang  (waving  hand  vaguely  around  barn). 
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Young  (urgently) :  But  progress  is  up  to  man  to  decide! 

Old:  You've  got  it  backwards.  Man's  always  been  controlled  by 
something:  nature,  king,  god,  computer — what  difference  does 
it  make  which  one? 

Long  Pause 

Young  (anguished) :  I  came  to  you  for  answers! 

Old:  You  came  to  me  for  reassurance!  Can't  you  understand  that  I 
have  none  to  give?  I'm  an  old  man  living  in  a  barn  and  all 
the  reassurance  I  can  get  I  need  for  myself! 

Young  (softly  and  rhetorically) :  God,  how  can  we  survive. 

Old  (his  old  self):  Survive!  Oh,  I  seem  to  have  misunderstood  your 
question.  Survival's  another  story.  Just  follow  two  rules.  One: 
Never  ask  "why".  That's  an  absurdity.  Two:  Never  say  "but". 
That's  self-destruction. 

Distractedly,  Young  Man  puts  on  his  pack.  He  walks  to  the  door  and 
turns. 

Young:  Just  one  more  thing.  Did  you  mean  it  when  you — 

Old:  Why  should  I  tell  you?  It's  up  to  you  to  decide  whether  or  not 
I  meant  anything  I  said.  Let  that  be  your  consolation. 

Pause,  then,  Young  Man  sighs. 

Young:  I  should  thank  you.  Yet  somehow  I  feel  even  worse  than 
before. 

Old  (wryly) :  I  generally  have  that  effect  on  people. 
Young:  Well  .  .  .  good-bye.  (He  leaves.) 

Old  Man  shuffles  to  his  chair,  sighs,  sits  down,  and  resumes  his  work 
as  Light  Fades. 

The  End 

—  Nancy  Cohen 
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THERE'S  A  WILD  BEAST 

AT  THE  GARDEN  PARTY 


Just  as  a  double  martini  passed  through  the  French  doors 
attended  by  a  shroud  from  Dior 

the  outlaw  goatboys  of  the  cliffs  behind  your  beetle  brows 
began  to  yodel  up  big  echoes 

about  the  World's  Tallest  Living  Dirty  Word  standing  over  there 

over      there  over  there 

You  spun  and  dropped  behind  the  frontier  of  sculptured  hedge, 

sharpening  the  whites  of  your  eyes  on  the  Word, 

which  was  looking  remarkably  well  tuxed  in  and  starched, 

and  jungle-snaked  toward  it  through  inch-high  Windsor  Grass, 

then  rose  up  on  all  paws,  striped  and  burning 

for  the  juglar  of  the  World's  Tallest  Living  Dirty  Word, 

next  grew  monstrous  ivory  etcetera 

and  a  silver  inlaid  golden  turret  swaying  w/  naked  native  hunters, 

and  finally  erupting  a  single  horn  and  horny  grey-green  hide, 

snorted  and  bellowed  and  charged  through  very  small  talk 

(garden  party  fashions  ballooning  over  thighs 

in  the  unfashionable  wind  of  retreat) 

straight  at  the  Dirty  Word 

which  was  by  now  less  a  whole  Word 

than  a  leg 

and  less  a  leg  than  an  ellipse  of  hairless  calf. 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  the  D.  W.  made  its  first  jungly  noise 
ever 

when  you  bit 

with  your  nicely  sharpened  white  white  teeth 
deep 

into  soft  softer  softest  flesh. 
The  rest  was  all  confusion. 

Your  Triumph  backed  over  several  loud  obstacles  in  leaving 
but  you  were  intact,  with  all  your  teeth  about  you. 

—  Rennie  McQuilkin 
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Yes,  you  are  a  poet. 

Your  words  of  love  echo  the  wind  and  the  rain 

that  whirl  above  our  heads. 

Your  delivery  is  short.  Concise. 

Only  the  weakness  of  words  is  mine  — 

oh,  yes,  I  too  write,  and  about  what  I  know,  can  touch. 

I  am  a  soft  woman. 

Quiet.  I  sniff  at  flowers  and  love  to  feel  the  gentle  rain 

upon  my  face. 

And  so,  my  sweet  love,  when  a  part  of  me  falls  upon  your  paper, 
a  few  petals  wilt. 

And  we  cannot  talk,  for  words  only  plink, 

endless  metaphors  of  wind  and  rain  above  our  heads. 

Your  words  are  all  written  down. 

Your  metaphors  land  hard  on  composition  paper. 

But  your  meaning  is  unclear, 

your  theme  gets  lost  in  the  shuffle. 

—  Lynn  Comley 
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i  wandered, 

deranged  and  bewildered, 
across  the  opalescent  summit. 

the  mist  was  lifting 
and  hopes,  once  so 
ravenously  groped  for, 
seemed  near  and  less  appealing. 

i  stumbled  over  a  flaw 
in  our  plan,  (we  had 
thought  it  so 
cleverly  devised) 
and  fell. 

i  cursed  you, 
as  i  fell, 
crashing 
to  the  cold 
flatness 

of  my  empty  beginning. 

Candi  Kattar 
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The  door  opened,  a  little  boy  entered 

and  apologized,  saying  that  he  was  in  the 
wrong  place. 

I  begged  him  to  stay  and  talk  with  me  and  he  did. 
Soon,  too  soon,  he  was  closing  the  door; 

I  cried  out,  "Please,  leave  the  door  opening, 
so  that  others  may  enter." 


Cynthia  Johnson 
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There  are  tears  on  the  faces  of  the  children 

absent  are  their  mothers  and 

they  have  run  astray. 

their  shoes  have  been  left  undone  and 

they  have  fallen 

amidst  the  stones 

in  Anger 

in  Sorrow 

—  Ginny  Carter 
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Oh,  they  wefe  happy. 

We  would  watch  them  run  and  laugh. 

And  maybe  a  worn  thought  would  seep  into  our  minds. 

But  before  we  had  to  listen  to  ourselves 

we  ran,  jumped  to  the  soft  sand 

and  the  sun  shone  and  warmed  our  bodies 

and  sun-skin  filled  our  nostrils  with  good, 

where  we  lay,  together, 

and  we'd  watch  them  run  and  laugh. 

— Lynn  Comley 
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ADVICE  TO AN 

AMBITIOUS  CRITIC 


and  down 
on  ropes, 
on  ropes 
picking  wild 
flowers 

with  their  teeth. 
Talk  a  book 
to  life 
like  that — 
monkey  around  on  it 
up  and  down  and 
in  and  out  and 
pick  a  blue  thing 
or  two 

with  a  snap  of  your  teeth. 
But  don't  squeeze 
don't  squeeze  it 
tight 

into  a  concentrated  ball, 

don't  squeeze  it 

into  just  the  right  oilless  size, 

the  brain  size, 

to  shove  it 

into  hosed  out  heads 

like  some  ungodly  cassette. 

It's  bigger  than  you 

and  has  mountain  lions  about  it. 


There  are  wild  monks 
who  know  what  to  do 
with  bare 
mountains — 
they  monkey  up 


—  Rennie  McQuilkin 
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